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“That is a question I could not
possibly answer,” she said, trying
to speak:lightly and carelessly, and
feeling that she had completely
failed.

“But I can” he said. “The gentle-
man was wrong in one of his con-
jectures, at any rate. I did not
come down to see Lady Blauche,
Miss Delaine. I came——"

The dance had finished and several
couples poured in upon them before
he could finish his sentence. Among
them was her partner for the next
waltz, who hailed her with an ex-
clamation of relief and delighted
satisfaction.

“Miss Delaine! My dance, vou
Know ! They ‘said that you had
gone—disappeared,. and I never felt
so cut up in my lile. It’s hard
enough to get -a dance with you,
but to lose it after getiing it——
oh' ™

Elaine took his arm, and with a
slight bow to the marugis turned
away. As she did so she came face
to face with Captain *Sherwin. He
reddened, and his light éyes looked

from one side to the othep shiftilyy}

then suddenly pale again he inclined
his head and stepped aside for her
to pass; but ho stood and loked af-
ter her, his small hand plucking ner-
vously at his lips, and uncoascions
that the marquis, who had not "’(""‘Id
from his lounging attitude, was re-
garding him closcly.

Etaine was fond of dancing—where
is the hewlthy young woman who is
not—and her partner was one of the
best dancers in the room. 3Jut for
once the joys of the dance were lost
upon her ; she was scarcely conscious
of the musie, the throng of people,
cven her partner. A vague inde-
finable sensation—was it of pleasure
or pain, dread or hope ?—had taken
posscssion of her, and as she whirled
round the room the words, the voice,
ol the marquis, rang in her ears.
What was it he was going to say ?
Why had bhe eome down to this ball ?

. He had aimost in so many words
asked her to sit out her vacant
danee with him.  Had asked her, not
Lady Blanche, or some other wo-
man. but her, Elaine! Wiy should he
do se?

She couid sce him  still standing
where she had left him, as if he had
no desire to talk, and no intention
of talking with any one. Could it be
possible that he had come down with
the express purpose of seeing her-
sclf 2 The absurdity of the idea
caused her face to burn hotly, and
she stopp.ed short suddenly with a
liiugh. ]

** Oh, I beg your pardon! Was I out
of step?” exclaimed .her partners
How stupid of me!”

“No, no!” said Elaine, hurriedly
and confusedly. *“ It was my fault.
Please forgive me, and let us go on.”

But she” had not only brought her
own partner to a standstill; an-
other couple had been pulled up short
by her sudden halt, and one of them
was Lady Blanche. Elaine caught
ihe blue eyes fixed on her with an
expression of cold anger and dislike ;
Yut it vanished in an instant, and as
she whirled by Lady ‘Blanche said,
pleasantiy enough :

“ What Is the matter. dear? Have
yocu torn your dress ?”

But, swift as it had been, Elaine
had seen the cold glitter of the steel
Plue eyes, and it haunted her and
mingled swith ber troubled self-ques-
tloning respecting the marquis, who
she felt, rather than saw, was still
waiting for her.

Meanwhile the ball swings on:
the room gets hotter, the wnoise
of talking and laughing louder
and more unrestrained; and no
handwriting appears on the wall, to
warn the crowd that the first act
of a life's tragedy is being played,
even a8 they dance!

CHAPTER X.

Captain Sherwin passed on to the
balcony, and stood looking at the
starlit sky with a restless, dissatis-
fied expression. He was not enjoy-
ing himscl! very much that evening.

He had meant to show Elaine. hyl

avoiding her, and displaying
ference when he should meet
that her refusal of his hand had not

e e e N NN ]
all broken his heart; and with this
object in view he had danced every
dance, and laughed and talked with
the loudest ; but he felt that he had
not produccd the effect he had aimed
at. Elaine had seemed unconsciofs
of his presence mintil he had met her
Just now, and then she had returned
his curt bow with a gentleness
which showed him plainly that noth-
ing he could do could cause her a
moement of uneasiness or jealousy.

Even a weak-minded man like
Charles Sherwin cannot lose ‘such a
woman as Elaine without feeling his
loss, and he told himselfl as he ab-
sently. looked at. the sky and down
into the street lined with carriages
that he was most unhappy; and he
nlmost resolved that”he would go
home and nurse his jealousy and dis-
apolmtment in solitude. “Then he re-
membered that he had promised an-
other dance to Fanny Inchley, and
he decided that he would stop for
that and go immediately afterward.

He and that young lady were fast
friends by this time. They had met
by the river on several occasions
since. the evening he had picked up
the handkerchief, and the captain
found her sociely peculiarly agree-
able and soothing.

Fanny had the knack of flattering
Lim without' his belng aware of it,
and the captain’s dinner had been
left Lo grow cold very ofien of late
while he sauntered beside Miss Fanny
through the meadows, or sat with
her and listened to the river and
the birds. r :

He had quite locked forward to
seeing her at theé ball, and he had

enjoyed the dance she had given him; |

for while she wallzed like a dancing-
master’s daughter, Fanny could talk
as ‘'well, and she kept up a running
criticism on the manners and appear-
ance of the persons around them
which amused the captain and kept
him ‘in gcod humor ; almost, indeed,
caused him to forget Elaine.

Now, as he stood on the balcony,
still looking gloomily at the skies,
he heard a light footstep behind him,
and, turning, he saw Fanny at his
side. R %

“ How you startled me,” she
murmured, with affected innocence.
She had seen him enter the recess
leading to the balcony, and had
followed him. “The room is very
warm, and I came for a rest.”

For a short time they sat *here,
amd then, as a dance was beginning,
he proposed that they take part
in it.

In a few mowents they were whirl-
ing round the ball-room, and did
not escape the watchful eye of Lady
Blanche, who said to Mrs. Lul-
wood : ;

“Who is that little woman in the
blacK dress ?” §

Mrs. Lulwood put up her eyeglass,
and shook her head.

“I don’t know ; one of the tenants’
girls, I suppose,” she said.

“Reminds me of Becky Sharp,” said
Lady Dorman, an old dowager, gaz-
ing afrer Fanny. “She’s the best
dancer 1n the room, not expecting
even you. Blanehe. She’s a clever
little girl, whoever sbe is, Il be
bound. That colored hair used to
be the rage a little while ago. 1Is
it stin? Fashions change quicker
than they used in my time. That was
young Sherwin she was dancing with,
wasn't it 2

“I believe so,” asseated Mrs. Lul-
wWOoOd.,

Lady Blanche looked after the
pair. She had been struck by Miss
Fanny’s face and daneing.

A little later the marquis came up
to where Blaanche was resting.

“l am to take you to supper, Lady
Blanche,” he said.

He had been asked to do so by one
of the stewards. The room was near-
Iy full, but way was made for the
two great personages, and he saw
that she had something to eat and
he himself filled her glass for her;
but thouch he talked with her, as he
stood with a glass of wine in his
hand, Lady Blanche savws that he
was preoccupled, and that every now
and then he glanced across the room
to where Elaine stood, and a similar
sensation of jenlousy and resentment

indif- { shot throuzh her to that with which
her. sh had recozn‘z>l Elaine's beauty

when she hgd first seen her.
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but protects and preserves. !
Ramsay’s Paints have brilli-
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them the most economical to use.
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how some beautiful homes are painted with our paints.
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“You don't cance?” she sald to the
mardquis, a8'he led her back to the
pallvoom:» - ¢ g " 1

“Uoiortunately, no” he said, and
as he spoze ha2 glanced at the num-
ber which appeared in front.of the
band stand. it was the number which

| Elaine had kept vacant on her. pro-

gramme, : TR R

“[ don’t think I am engaged foF
this,” said Lady  Blanche, intending
that he shoull ask her to sit it out,
with him, but even as she spoke the
man she had engaged hersell to came
up and claimed her: The marquis re-
signed her, and stood for a moment
where she had left him ;“then shé saw
bim make his way to the upper end of
the room, where Elaine ' was stand-

fing beside the major—the majon ra-

diant with pride and self-satisfac-
tion—and offer his arm, aud she fol-
fowed them with her eyes as they
passed into the recess.

The marquis had gone up to her
and clahwmed her, as if he had ecns
gaged himsell to her for tie dance,
and Elajne as sho saw, him, coming,
felt: the color rising to her face, but
she put her hand on his arm with-
out a’ word.

CHAPTER XI.

“Are you tired ? he said. “You are
entitled jor a rest, for you have
kept all your engagements wmost
religiously. How do I know ?” he
added as she glanced up at him, *Be-
ecause I have been watching you.
You gee, I have been waiting my tarn.
This is wy dance, is it not ? Shall
we go out on 1o the balcony ?”

“It will be very pleasant there,”
she said. “I am a litlle tired, I
thnink, but it will soon be over. Ave
you not tired of it? It must sezm
s0 hot and wearisome Lo.one who
does not dance.” ; i

“Oh, 1 have been very well amused,”
he said, “Besides, I have been busy
thinking.”” , *

“Thinking ?” she said,  leaning on
the 1ail and looking down at the
gtreet ali astir with the carriages
whick were beginning 'to draw up
into line. “A bali-room i€ not the
best place Tor thinking: the noiss
and the heat must be ratner dis-
tiacting.”

“Buti I have spent most of my time
here, where you left me,” he said.
“Shall I tell you what 1 have been
thinking of, Miss Delaine ?’

Elaine half turned her head, her
:ayes still fixed on the street beneath
her.

*“I was thinkicg what a capital
dancing room the big saloon at the|
Castle would make.”

“Yes, it ‘would
promptly. “But——"" -

“But what?” he said. “You mean
that there would be no one to dance
in it; thal’ I am seldom at the Cas-
tle 2’

“Yes,” said Elaine, guiefly, *“that
is wlm,t; I was going to say.”

“But ‘there is no reagpon “why I
should not he there oftener. I have
_—-'

-
she assented
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been thinking a great deal to-night,
Miss Elaine.” She noticed that he
used her Christian name, and that
he seemed unconscious of having
done so. “They say that the great
changes of our lives come -suddenly
and unexpectedly.”

“Perhaps they do,” she said with
a slow smile. “My life has had no
changes, so I cannot say.”

“] wish 1 could say the same,” he
said, in a low voice. “Have you used
your key yet?” he asked suddenly.

She* shook her- head.

“No, I have been too busy, and-"

“And yct one of my reasons for
leaving that Castle was that you
mwight feel free to do so!” he said,
irulf-reproachfully.

There was a silence for a mo-
ment as he looked down at her.
She had thrown a China crape
shawl over her head, but it had
hali-slipped down, leaving her pro-
file free to his gaze, the delicate
girlish profile crowned by the glor-
ious wealth of dark silky hair,

chich shone with raven lustre

gainst the white neck. Then he
said in a' low voice: .

“You are fond of poetry,Iknow.’

Elaine assented by a slight move-
ment of her head.

“Jllow do those lines of—Tenny-
son, 1 think—run! *Men may rise
on their dead selves'«—"

**fo higher things,’ ” she said, as
he stopped.

*“Yes, that is it. Do you believe
thau?'"

Elaine raised her eyes to his face;
it was pale and full of a grave
intensity.

“Yes,'" she sald, softly.

“I did not until—until a few days
ago,” he said. “I had forgotten the
lines, as one does forget such things
until——" He stopped. “And you be-
lieve they are true?”

“Yes,” she said, with sweet sol-
emnity.

“Put into vulgar prose, it is ‘It
is never too late to mend,’” he said.
“Never too late to regain one's lost
happiness. And you say it is true. Be
careful, I beseech you, for you can-
not guess how important your ver-
dict is to me.” ' ;

Elaine'. race flushed and then
grew pale. The music of the “Myoso-
tis” floated out to them, the scent
of a tea-rose climbing up one of the
pillars of the veranda beneath was
wafted upward. Elaine would re-
member the waltz, the scent of the
tea-rose, all her life afterward.

“Why—why should you ask, why
should you depond upon my opin-
fon ?" she said, as carelessly as she
could.

“Because—well, I value it more
highly than any other human be-
ing's,” he said. “Because — Miss
Elaine”—he drew hearer to her —

“it was not until I saw you that 1
remembered the lincs, that I began
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to cherish a desire that they might
bé true; that through the black
mist which
over the present and the future, I
seemed to see a glimmer of light, of
light that meant hope and happi-
ness to me.” -

His voice ‘had grown deeper, al-
most inaudible,, and Elaine, pale
now to the lips, held the shawl with
suddenly trembling hands.

“You are surprised—I have frigh-
tened you,” he sald in a gentler

Voice, as if he were trying to reaﬂi
w

sure her. “And yet’

thought “that you could not
have falled to see that it was the
thought of you

darknpess. Elaine, do yon know that
~1 love you?"

‘The -“*Myosotis™ grew, indistinet,
the noise of the carrviages a von-
fused sound in her ears, the stars
shining so brightly in the dark
blue sky suddenly become blurred
in her sight. But, scarcely ventur-
ing to look up, she saw his face,
the handsome face with its lines
of suffering, and of remorse, plain-
1y enough. And as she listened and
Inoked, a strange thrill ran through
her; her heart seemed to bound
with a sudden joy, then cease beal-
ing.

He laid his hand on hers, as it
clasped the balcony, with a pas-
sionate, yet gentle, grasp.

1 have told you now,” he said.
“It was you—you and no one,
nothing else I came down to see,
1 ha«d not meant to come. I had
intended keeping away from you,
never seelng you agaiun, il I could
help itz But I could not help it. 1
felt arawn towards you against
my will. Jt will not matter to you,

if—if you do not love me, if you'

canuot bring yourself to do so. I
will g6 away again, and—and’ see
you no more. And—oh! my dearest,
oh! my gdarling, it' will be: better
for you!—8ce how homnest my love
bas made me! See 'what a miracle
it has performed already -— it
will. be better for you to send
me away! But—but with all my
heart and soul, I pray that you will
not do so! I shail indeed be lost
without you ! There will be no hope,
no light for me, Elaine, if I leave
you to-night for the last time!
Think, dearest, dearest. And pity me
if you can!I am the drowning man
who sees,. at his last breath, ‘the
chance of salvation! You can save
me if you will stretch out your hand!
And yet—oh, God, who knows!— I
may pull you down into the vortex
with me! It is for you to decide.; I
will only say this: that I love you.
I love you! I cannot even promise
you happiness, though I would give
my life to win itafor you! I can
only! say, I love yoX!”

Elaine stands, one hand holding her
shawl against her bosom, the other
quivering beneath his, which trem-
bles too. L s

fIio ba Continued.)

Married Nick's Sister.
Scottish American.

A farmer’s wile in Perthshire, who
wag much troubled by her husband’s
drunken habite, arranged with her
brother to play the “ghost” upon
her husband one dark night. When
on the way home from the inn the
farmer saw an apparition suddenly
rise behind some bushes. “Wha are
ya?" cried the farmer. “I'm Auld
Nick,” was the reply. “Gies a
shauk o' yer hand, then!” exclaim-
ed the tipsy man. “I'm married tae
a sister o' yours. She’ll be waitin’
for's up bye at the fairm, an’ll nae
doot mak’ ye welcomad’ )

Tuaa Danish flag, red with a white
cross upon it, su dear to the heart of
Queen Alexandra, aiad which her hus-
band’s English subjects set flying in
hundreds of windows during the Coro-
nation festivities, has a pretty legend
attached to it, says a writer in the
Woman at Home. A Danish lady tells
me: “The flagz of which we are so
proud, and’ which has gladdened our
eyes so often in the London streets
a8 we see it flying in honor of your
Queen and our King's daughter, is
supposed by the Danish people to
have been thrown down on the bat-
tlefield of Elstad. We were fighting
the Russians, and our bishop, when
hope for our side seemed lost, kneel-
ing on the Battlefield, prayed again
and again with greater earnestness
for succes: to our forces. At length,
as he threw up lils arms to heaven.
a b'ood-red flag, upon which gleamed
@& white cross, fell into thewm from
ihe sky, arid we won that battle®

the past has. thrown'

which had given ;
me hope and courage to pieree the .
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(By Fred Gilbert Blakeslee.)

Monsieur. Beaupre, tha motad
swordsmian  and. . duellist, and his
friend, Capt. Mauriac, of Lhe hus-
sars, sat at their favorite table at
ihe Cafe de la Taix one evening.
The captain had just told of a fiend-
islt murder which had fust been com-
mitted by a man whom the doctors
asserted must have been insane
for months previous, but who had
hidden his infirmity so successfully,
that it was not even suspected un-
til too late, when Monsieur Beau-
pre remarked: “Di1 I ever tell you
‘of my fight with a madman? Nol
Well, in gome respects I think that
il was my slrangest encounter,

“When a young licutenant in the
Tenth Hussars, JI was at one time
stationed with my regiment at
Marsellles, where I formed a great
friendship for an American - doc-
tor, who was In practice there.

“In course of time my regiment
was ordered elsewherc and the doz-
tor and I parted. We keft up a de-
sullory sort of a correspondence for
& whiie, but finally even that died
out and I had not heard from
him in any way for several years,
when one day I ran across him most
unexpectedly in L7ons. - He was
delighted to see me and Iinsisted
upon my being his guest during my
stay in the city. Hc informed me that
| he had left Marseilles and opened
,a private insane asylum just out-

vide of Lyons, and was, he assured
me, doing well. I accepted his kind
. offfer with pleasare, for we were
both anxious to .remew our old
friendship, and that same evening
saw me comfortahly seitled in his
kome.

The next morning immediately af-
ter our coffee aund vpolls the doctor
carried me off to his private saliz
d’arms, for he was the sume enthu-
egiastic fencer as ever and was most
anxious for a bout with the foils.

It war a fairly large apartment,
reached by means of a winding stair-
way. and decorated with a splendid
ccllection of arms and armor.

I finished my work for the day
sooner than I had expected and it
was early in _thg afternoon when I
returned to the chateau. Being in-
formed by the servant that the doe-
tor was epgaged with one of his pa-
tients I did ‘not apnounce my ar-
rival, but laying aside my sword I
started out for a stroll through the
extensive grounds which surrounded
the agylum. I had not gone far when
I was accosted by a-+ gentlemany
! who introduced himsell as Monsleur
de Laval, and who, after some slight)
conversation on general topics, ask-
ied me if I would honor him with w
bout with the foils, saying that ho
was an enthusiast on fencing and
that Dr. Churchill had kindly loaned
him the key to the salle d'arms. I
! acceded readily to his request, and
we strolled back to the chateau,
chatting of fencing as we went. I
found M. de Eaval extremely well
versed on the subject, and made up
my mind that he would prove no
mean adversary.

Arriving at the chateau we des-
cended at once to the former room,
my companion unloeking the door
and standing politely aside for me to
enter first. No sooner had we en-
tered, however, than a marked
change came over him, and carefully
locking the door and returning the
! key to his trousers pocket he began
. to eurse me violently, declaring that
at last he had me in his power and
that I would never leave the room
alive.

For a moment I was too dazed
to understand what he meant, and
then, noticing the wildness of his
eyes, the awflul realization of my
position rushed upon me, and I knew
that I was alone and unarmed with
a madman (a much more powerfully
built man than mysell) in & room
where I was cut off from all chance
of  help. t

Noticing my attitude he smiled
scornfully and switching on the
elegtric lighw stepped to the wall and
tore from the fastening a coaple of
duelling raplers, one of which he
threw pontemptuously to me, tell-
ing me 'to defend myself with it to
the "best of my ability. {

The instant my hand gn:#d the
familiar hilt I felt that I was mas-
ter of the situation. Scarcely had
I reached this hurried conclusion
when our swords crossed and the at-
tack began.

* He feneced with devilish cunning. I
knew from his very first pass that
he meant to kill me. Feinting, doub-
ling and’ disengaging, his point me-
nacing me in all the different lines,
he forced 'the attack from 'the start
and in spite of all that T could do
compelled mie to give ground. Slow-
ly but surely he drove me back’'and
although several times I saw open-

Tings foF & fatal_thrust, I

ust, I could not
Pring myselt to give it, but o ht
in vain to disarm or disable. Affairr
were frapidly approaching a erlsh
when footsteps were heard yunning’
down the stairs, and a Thomem
later the doctor's voice reached my
and a avy weight < was throwi
against the locked door. ' %y

Seeing. that he was likely to he.
halked ot his prey, the maniac threw:
caution to the winds and att
me recklessly, screaming cupses. on
my -head while a hloody, foam
frothed from his lips. i

Suddenly the door gave way and:
Dr. Churchill and two attendants
sprang into the room, For a moment.
the madman’s eyes left mine, ahd
in that secound, recalling an ' old
Italian ‘trick, I _sprang forward,,
struck up his blade, and ing his;
sword with my left h , tore it
from his grasp. i

The attendants dragged the ma-
niac away, and that night the doc-
tor told me his sad story, He had
killed his hest friend in a duel
through a misunderstanding, . and
the shock when he found that | his
friend was innocent, upsettled his
reason. He was at times almost
sane, hut the sight of a sword or
an allusion to sword play was apt
to hring on an attack oI madness.
After lunch the doctor had performed
an operation on one of his patients,
and in changing into hospital ‘garh
he ‘had left the key to the fenting
room in lis other clothes. M. -
val must have stolen the key, which
he could easily have (lione‘, as. he
was at that time enjoying compara-
tive liherty, being in one of his giner
moods. ’

Dr. Churchill had not missed the
key, and it was only  when he
learned  that I had returned and
could not he found and that one of
his patients was also missing that
he hecame alarmed and sought me
in the underground chambher, and
found me fighting for my life with
the mad duellist.

THE HARDY SEX. '

It's the One That Wears Low Shoes
and Openwork Stockings. ;

&t is yet to he proved that women
who wear Jow shoes are more sub-
jest to colds than those who wear
high shoes. As ydh it is to he proved
that those who are constantly on

‘thelr guard againgt what is called

exposure live longer than those who
do not eare. When women not onlyy
survive a fickle climate, hut eome
out of ite most trying changes in'
clothing of a weight that men would
nardly feel it is difficult to see ‘how
their health can suffer hecause they;
wear low shoes. i

Now, take a man—take the aver-
age man. Hé puts on five thicknesses
of clothing on a cold day. He'is not
content if the temperature is below
75 in his office. He would not think
of stepping across the street With- .
out putting on his overcoat. In ‘inost
cases, he would not venture out
without his muffler and overshoes.
And take that man’s wife. She wears
two or three thin thicknesses of
clothing. 8he doesn’t mind the wea-
ther. She will meet the hlasts ©f
winter with unconcern. In her home
she wilhh allow the furnace fire to
gel low. She will follow a caller to
the door, out on- the verandah and
talk and talk, entirely unmindful of
wraps.

Her hushand takes colds—ail kinds
of colds—every kind sthat is going.
He wonder® why he takes cold: His
wife is good enough to wonder with
him and tells him he must he more
careful of himself. Mayhe she will
Insist that in adadition to all of his
other precautions against exposure
he shall weap! a chegt protector or a
porous plagter.gBut she takes no
colds, that is, site seldom does, and
if she does she attrihutes the cold she
takes not to carelessness, hut to the
flact that she has inadvertently un-
dertaken to he too careful of hersel.

It she—or any other woman—{inds
greater comfort in low than she does
in high shoes, why hlame her for
wearing the former? Even if she
wears l1ow ghoes and openwork stock--
ings from pure vanity, why ‘hlame
her? Are not the women of America
healthy? Are they not strong?
Are they not hardier than the men
~9 & rile? Then why not let them
have their own way ahout low shoes,

work stockings and everything
e}se that gives them _ecomfort or
pleasure ?>—Chicago Inter-Ocean.

Had Him in Doubt.

“Is your wife a good manager ?™

“I really don’t know.” )

“Don’'t know !" : '

“No. You see, I always thought 1
had pretty much my own way in
‘everything, but the other day I got
hold of an article on the diplomatic
management of husbands, and since.
reading that 'm not at all sure that
my wife hasn't been managing me
right along. If that's so, you' can

put her down as one of the best and
cleverest managers that ever lived.”

Weak Stomach in the Spring

Most people suffer more or Jless
from stomach weakness, indigestion
and loss of appetite in the spring,
but many do not realize that this
condition of affairs is due to low
vitality, poorness of the blood, and
exhausted nerves. ;

The dJigestive organs, like the
other organs of the body, are en-
tirely dependent on the nervous
system for the energy or power
which enables them
their, functions. Without this the
digedtive fluids do not {low, the
muscular contraction and ‘motion
of the stomach! is weak and irregn-
lar, and consequently arise indi-
gestion, headaches, dizzy spells,
sleeplessness and other Jistréssing
symptoms.

Digestive tablets, pepsin and such
treatments can never do more than

fford temporary relief. By their
continued use to effect digestion
the .muscles of the stomach waste
away for want of exerclse, the nat-
ural digestive fluids cease to flow,
and the aillment becomes chronic
and serious .

Dr. Chasc’s Nerve Food cuges in-
digestion and dyspepsia just as it
cures other ailments, by making the
blood rich and creating new nerve
force—the vital power which runs
the machinery of the body.

to periorm |

Indigestion and Dyspepsia the Natural Result of Exhausted Nerves and
Weak, Watery Blood—Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food

Mrs, M. A. Sliarp, No. 346 Dublin
street, Peterborough, Ont,, writes:

“Fon,_some years I was troubled
with igestion, which dsm’oped
into nervous dyspepsia, and be-
gides suffering from nervousness,
strange dizzy spells would eome
over me, Hearing of the good re-
sults obtained from Dr. Chase's
Nerve Food, I decided to try it.
After a pretty thorough test of
this medicine I can say that 1}
never used anything that did me
s0 much good. It seemed Lo be the
very treatment that I needed, and
as a result of its use I am quite
restored to health.” ]
\ By noting your increase in weight,
while using this great food gure
you can prove that new, firm flest§:
and tissue ‘is being added to the:'
body. The appetite is sharpened,'
digestion And =assimjilation are im-.;
proved, the form rounds out, the
ruddy glow returns to the cheeks,’
and in every way there is evidence,
that the systemr is being restored:
and built up. .

Dr. Chase’'s Nerve Food, 50 cents
a box, € boxes for $250, at mil:
dealers, or Edmanson, Bales & Co,
Toronto. To protect you agafnst;
imitations, the portralt and signa-|
ture of Dr. A. W. Chase, the famous;
receipt book author, are on every,
box, &= i
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